Tbevtoft lamentable Tragedie 

Ro. What Ladies that which doth enrich the hand 
•Of yonder Knight? 

Ser. Iknownotfir. 

%o. O (he doth teach the torches to burn bright 
Itfeemes (he hangsvpon the checkc of night: 

Asa rich Jewel in an Ethiops eare, 

Bewtie too rich for vfc,tor earth toodeare: 

So ffowes a fnovvie Douc trooping with CrowfcS, 

A-s yonder Lady ore her Lllowes ffowes: 

The meafure done, lie watch herplace of (lands, 

And touching hers, make bleflcd my rude hand. 

Did ray hart loue till now,forfwearc it fight, 

For I nere faw true bewtie till this night. 

Ttbttl. This by his voyce, ff ulcl be zAioantaentc 
Fetch me my Rapier boy,what dares the flaue 
Come hither couerd with an anticque face* 

To fleerc and fcorne at our folcmnuic? 

Now by the ftocke and honor of my kitty 
To drike him dead,l hold itnota fin. 

Cap*. Why how now kinsman , wherefore ftortae 

Tib. Vnc!e,this is a CAUmtague oui foe: (youfof 
A villame that is hither come in fpight, 

To fcorne at our folemnitic this night. 

Cap. Young Romeo is it. 

Tib. Tis he, that villainc Romeo, 

Capa. Content thee gentle Coze, let him alone* 
A beares him like a portly Gentleman: 

And to fay truth ,Verona brags of him, 

To be avertuous and welgouernd youth, - 
I would not for the wealth of all this Townc, 

Here in my houfe do him difparageinent : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 

It is my will, the which ifthourefpeft, 

Shew a faire prefence, and put off thefe frowncs, 

A n illbefeeming femblance (or a fead. 

Ttk It fits when fueha villame isa gueft, 
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He not endure him. 

Capa. He lhall be endured. 

What goodman boy,I fay he ffall,gofoo, 

Am I the mader here or you. ; go too, 

Youle not endure him, god lhall mend my foule, 
Youle make a mutinie among my gueds: 

Y ou wil fet cock a hoopc, youle be the man, 

Ti. Why Vncle,tisa-lharoc. 

Capa. Go too, go too. 

You are a faweie boy, id fo indeed? 

This trick may chance to Icath you I know what. 
You mull contrarie mc,marrie tis time, 

Wellfaid my hearts, you arc a princox,go. 

Be quiet, or more light, raore light for (hame, 
lie make you quiet(what)chearely my hearts. 

Ti. Patience perforce, with wilfull choller meeting, 
Makes my fieff tremble in their different greeting: 

I will withdraw, but this intrufion lhall 

Now feeming fweet,conuertto bittreft gall. Exit. 

Ro. If I prophane with my vnworthieff hand, 

T his holy lhrinc,thc gentle fin is this, 

My lips two bluffing Py lgrims did readie (land. 

To fraoothe that rough touch with a tender kis. 

7«.Good Pilgrim you do wrog your had too much 
Which mannerly deuoeion ffowes in this. 

For faints hauehands, that Pilgrims hands.do tuch, 
Andpalmc to palmc is holy Palmers kis. 

%o. Haue not Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 
lUli. I Pilgrim, lipsthat they mud vfe in praire. 

Rom. O then deare Saint, let lips do what hands do, 
They pray(grant thou) lead faith turne todifpaire. 

/«. Saints do not moue,thogh grant for praiers fake. . 
Ro. T hen moue not while my praiers effect 1 take, 
Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purgd. 

Ih. The haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 
%o. Sin from my lips, 6 trefpas fweetly vrgd: 
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